XIV
A MIDSUMMER DAY'S DREAM
I SUPPOSE that every one knows by experience
how certain days in one's life have a power of
standing out in the memory, even in a tract of
pleasant days, all lit by a particular brightness of
joy. One does not always know at the time that
the day is going to be so crowned ; but the weeks
pass on, and the one little space of sunlight, be-
tween dawn and eve, has orbed itself
" into the perfect star
We saw not, when we moved therein."
The thing that in my own case most tends to pro-
duce this " grace of congruity/' as the schoolmen
say, is the presence of the right companion, and it
is no less important that he should be in the right
mood. Sometimes the right companion is tiresome
when he should be gracious, or boisterous when
he should be quiet ; but when he is in the right
mood, he is like a familiar and sympathetic guide
on a mountain peak. He helps one at the right
point; his desire to push on or to stop coincides
with one's own ; he is not a hired assistant, but
a brotherly comrade. On the day that I am